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‘** PLEASE FIND ENCLOSED.” 


By James Montgomery Flagg. 


Plate-marked photogelatine print in sepia, 


12x 16. 


Fifty cents. 
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THE HYPNOTIST: 


*“NOW YOU BOTH BELIEVE YOU CAN’T 
LIVE WITHOUT EACH OTHER!”’ 
By James Montgomery Flage. 
Photogravure in sepia, 15 x 18, One dollar. 


Hand-colored, Two Dollars. 
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HERE’S HOW. 
By James Montgomery Flagg. 
Facsimile in color, 8'4x 11. 


Mounted on heavy brown paper. 
12x16. Fifty cents 


LESLIE - JUDGE COMPANY, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Trade supplied by the W. R. Anderson Co., 32 Union Square, New York. 





Have Your 
Pictures Ready 


When you open your summer cottage 
or bungalow this summer. 


Pictures bought and framed 
now will be ready to hang. 
This page contains only a 
few of the popular sketches 
by famous artists. Com- 
plete catalogue mailed upon 


receipt of ten cents. 
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“YOUR FAVOR TO HAND.” 
By James Montgomery Flagg. 
Facsimile in color, 84x11. 


Mounted on heavy br 
12x16. Fifty cents 


ywn paper, 
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‘**EVENING AND YOU.” 


By C. Clyde Squires. 
Photogravure in sepia, 6x 12, double mounted on heavy 
brown paper, 14x20. One dollar. 
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‘ AWAITING 
I AM, 

VERY “ 

A BUS 

By James 


YOUR FAVORABLE 
REPLY, 

TRULY YOURS, 
INESS MAN.”’ 
Vontgomery Flagg. 


Plate-marked photogelatine print in sepia, 
14% x 20, One dollar. 
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By James 


lore¢ 


14, Fifty cents. 












‘*THE ONLY WAY TO EAT AN ORANGE,” 
Vontgomery Flagg 


Photogravure in sepia, 12 x 16, Fifty cents. 


i, One dollar 
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‘““SAY WHEN!”’ 
By James Montgomery Flagg. 


Facsimile in color, 84x11. 
Mounted on heavy brown paper 


12 


x16. Fifty cents. 
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Copyright, 1911, by Leslie-Judge Company, Pub- 


lishers. Entered at the Post-office at New York as WELD 
Second-class Mail Matter. Cable Address, *‘Judg- 
ark.’’ Telephone, 6632 Madison Square. Pub- } 
lished by Leslie-Judge Company, Brunswick 
Building, 225 Fifth Ave., New York. 
John A. Sleicher, President. 
| Reuben P. Sleicher, Secretary. Arthur Terry, Treas. | 


J Melvin Lee, Managing Editor. airy: one 

i “Grant E. Hamilton, Art Editor. is qualities of 

bread, backed by 
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—— : appealed to connois- 

Cover Design by ° ‘ Robert Graef seurs for generations. 
Who’s the Boss? . ; David Robinson Ash for it at the Clab, Cafe 


Judge’s Billboard. . or Buffet. Insist on Blatz. 
One More Unfortunate . Carolyn Wells Correspondence invited direct 


Fact and Fancy . . William J. Lampton 
The Latest Revision . - Grace McKinstry 
Editorials— 
Comic Supplements. Caustic Comment. 
Lament of the Drug Clerk. 
Protection from Unfit Novels. 
The Aerobus - ‘ ‘ Minna Irving 
We Have with Us To-night . Homer Croy 
A Revised Version : Horace Dodd Gastit 
How Things Have Changed . James S. Boyd 































When others are offered, it’s for 
the purpose of larger profits. 
Refuse substitutes. All varieties. 








Simply strain through 


cracked ice and serve. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Sole Proprietors 


Hartford New York 
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VAL BLATZ BREWING CO MILWAUKEE, Ww 










House-cleaning Time . George B. Staff | 
Ay The Tactful Man ° - Carolyn Wells | 
A Parlor Match ° Grant E. Hamilton 
Dementia Americania . William Heyliger 
May Day ° ‘ John K. LeBaron 





Judge’s Favorite- Paula Marr Judge Binders $1.25 Each 








Etc., Etc. 
LESLIE -JUDGE COMPANY 
BOUND IN HALF MOROCCO 
| SUBSCRIPTION RATES | 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
One year, or 52 numbers - - $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - - : ° 1.25 | 


Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on 
New York, or by express or postal order, not by 
local checks which are at a discount in New York 
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THE HAREM SKIRT: A PROPHECY, | Zong issn “he United Stu ite devenden: enone 


A 1911 Wedding Procession.— U/k. cents a year for postage ; to all foreign countries 
add $1.C0 a year. 
— — - EuROPEAN AGENTS — International News Com- | 
ny, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, E. C. a ° 
mdon; Brentano's, Avenue de l’Opera, Faris ; f Just choice Burley 
Saarbach's News Exchange, 16 John Street, Adelphi, ; "Th alee x 
London; 56 Rue de la Victoire, Paris; 1 Clara Tobacco—The fla- 











Subscriptions and advertising for all the publi- \ 
cations of Leslie-Judge Company will be taken at | 
regular rates at any of the above offices. | 10 cents 
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At all dealers 





in both the United States and Great Britain. e 





The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright mS T 
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—_ return of the latter when found unavailable can- | | 
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= Be oumy P mitted for publication, only on condition that we A. | 
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real health vah ust pure malt and hep while in our hands orin transit. 
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made into a perfect beverage by perfect brewing , If JuDGE cannot be found at any news-stand, the | 
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BASEBALL ALL OVER THE LAND. 


GOOD OLD NEW YORK, 


JUDGE’S BILLBOARD. 


THE MAN 
OF THE HOUR. 











BAD WEATHER. 
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THE BIG STICK, 
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Good Advice. 


Sufficient Reason. 


66g IMANTOUR advises the Mexican rebels to lay down hed HY DO you call your place a bungalow?’ 
* their arms.”’ ‘*Because the job is a bungle and I still owe for it.”’ 
‘*Before they take his advice I should like to give them 
a bit.” Understood. 
‘‘And what would you advise?’’ Auto owner—-‘‘This controls what is known as the brake. 
‘‘I’d advise them, as soon as they have laid down their It is put on very quickly in cases of emergency.’’ 
arms, to take to their legs.’’ Miss Tootsie—‘‘I see! A kind of a kimono.’’ 


; 
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WHO'S THE BOSS? 








** Are you interested in socialism ?'’ 
**Oh, yes, indeed! I get up all the socials 
at our church.”’ 


He Paid in the End. 
STINGY man ate a supper 
secretly in his berth to save diner- 

car rates, but he was kept awake all 
night by the crumbs on his sheet! 


box 


One More Unfortunate. 
By CAROLYN WELLS 
AISIE, I can’t believe it’s true! 
Beneath that banner you enlist! 
Somehow, I cannot think of you 
A suffragist! 


My dainty maid with starry eyes, 
Hair like a lovely golden mist; 
You fill my soul with sad surprise. 
A suffragist! 
I can forgive your motor fad, 
Your wild devotion to bridge whist; 
But this, I think, will drive me mad— 
A suffragist! 


The girl on whom I love to call, 
The girl I’ve (under protest) kissed; 
Oh, most unkindest cut of all— 
A suffragist! 


Oh, Maisie, dear, have you forgot 
Our tender vows, our moonlight tryst? 
They prove to me that you are not 
A suffragist! 


How To Die Poor. 
F ANY millionaire is offering a prize 
of $50,000 for a short and easy 
method of dying poor, how would it suit 
him to bet on the weather, taking his 
tips from the forecasts sent out every 
day from Washington? 


gt inn drops of water, pouring from 
the sky, 

At Easter keep the women home for one 
grand cry. 


ROUNDING UP THE SEA COWS. 








“TAR AND FEATHERS.” 


“There's a Reason.” 
HE WIFE, noticing the lumpy ap- 
pearance of her husband’s bald 
head, made inquiries as to the cause. 
‘*Why, my dear, I used some of the 
hair tonic that I found on your dresser, 
thinking’’—— 
‘‘Hair tonic! 
developer!”’ 


Why, that was bust 


HE WOMAN with a bee in her bon- 
net frequently gets stung! 



































Tourist (UNDERGOING CUSTOMS INSPECTION AT HAVRE)—“‘I 


A Foolish Company. 
ELL, I want to get my life insured,’’ said a 
very old man who had entered the office of a 
general agent. 

‘I am afraid our company will not wish to 
take you as a risk,’’ the agent replied. ‘‘How 
old are you?”’ 

*“*Eighty-five.”’ 

‘*We never write policies for people who are over eighty.”’ 

‘*‘What’s the matter with your fool company? Don’t you 
know that a great many more people die under eighty than 
over that age?’’ 


Fact and Fancy. 
By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. 
that men are all to the bad. 
| that men are merely whiskers, pants, 
| and tobacco smell. 
' that men are exactly as represented. 
think | that men lie to their wives sometimes. 
ne women | ' that men are four-flushers. 
that men are denaturalized by mar- 
know | : 
| riage. 
| that men are kept at their offices till 
| three a. m. 
| that men are all to the good. 
| too much about the men. 


PHOTOGRAPHER takes your pictures and then makes 
you pay him so much a dozen to get them back. 
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SAY, ISABEL, WHAT I3 THE FRENCH FoR D—— ?” 


The Latest Revision. 


By GRACE McKINSTRY. 


After having his chin prodded, a Chicago man now carries a pair of pincers 

with which he turns the points of dangerous hatpins. Only a matter of time 

when others will follow suit and go around armed with files or fence cutters. 
— News item. 


66 ean turn backward, oh, hatpin so long! 
Make me but safe from thy sharp, cruel prong! 

Make me less fearful that I may be stabbed, 

Less apprehensive that one eye’ll be jabbed! 

Once was I prodded full deep in my chin, 

Since which I’m after thee, cruel hatpin!’’ 


A RUNNING account gathers many figures. 








REVENGE IS SWEET. 
What is bound to happen when the harem skirt comes to stay. 


















































Outrageous Comic Supplements. 
HE comic supplement,”’ 
said Mr. Herbert J. 
Gunnison, managing 
editor of the Brooklyn 
Eagle, at a meeting of 
the Colonial Club, ‘‘is 
doing more injury to 
the children of to-day 
than did the dime novel 
of a few years ago.’’ He could have 
presented no better argument for the 
support of a paper like JupGe, which 
depicts the light and humorous side of 
life, but only in a clean and elevating 
way. Every member of the family, 
from the child not yet able to read to 
the head of the household, will find 
something in it every week to interest 
and entertain, and all of it wholesome. 


The Lament of the Drug Clerk. 
HE SOURCE of his unhappiness is 
not long hours or difficult prescrip- 
tions, but lime drops, postage stamps, 
and toilet articles. He who devoted 
years to laboratory work and scientific 
study, who is supposed to know how to 
read Latin names and the name of the 
doctor at the bottom of the prescription, 
and to have scientific knowledge of all 
drugs, is mainly engaged in the lofty 
pursuit of dealing out cigars, candies, 
soap, etc., with a prescription once or 
twice a week. To be engaged in tasks 
so trivial may be hard on the dignity of 
one so highly trained, but let the drug 
clerk remember that it is the ‘‘side 
line’’ that largely pays his salary. 





Protection from Unfit Novels. 
ERHAPS it is too much to ask the 
average bookstore to exercise the 
same degree of censorship that we re- 
quire of the public library, but a writer 
in the Idler takes reasonable ground 
when he says, ‘‘Have I not the right to 
assume that a book which is publicly 
offered for sale in a respectable book- 
store is fit for decent people to read? 
Is it right that I should be compelled to 
require an assurance from the bookseller 
that the book is decent before buying 
it?’’ English and 
schoolmasters have taken up the same 


peers, prelates, 


EDITORIALS 


problem, addressing a circular letter to 
the London press protesting against cer- 
tain novels issued by publishers of 
repute which are ‘‘not only unfit for 
perusal by a modest girl or a right- 
minded lad, but are likely to do harm to 
the moral character of all readers.”’ 
The titles of novels are so often color- 
less and misleading that one can form no 
opinion of their nature until they have 
been read. When one purchases a book 
from a respectable bookstore, it should 
carry with it the assurance that it is fit 
to put into the hands of a child or for 
any decent person to read. 


|. \egenenaaherten of shipping to Venezu- 

elan revolutionists shells that would 
not explode has been brought against a 
New Orleans house and tried in court. 
The verdict was against the house. This 
is a discouraging climax to what might 
have been an effort to secure a fraction 
of world peace. 











A LITTLE CHANGE THAT MAY SOON BE IN ORDER. 





Caustic Comment. 
ENATOR LA FOLLETTE 
ambition which he thinks he is nur- 
turing and maturing by attacking Presi- 
dent Taft and the friends of the latter. 
The Senator is misleading himself if he 
thinks that celebrity and notoriety are 
the same. He was successful in his 
home State by getting on the popular 
side on local issues, but he will find him- 
self sidetracked on the national course 
if he does not broaden. He cannot take 
rank among our great men by indulging 
in indiscriminate attacks on Republican 
leaders, while at the same time taking 
care to keep himself in the Republican 
ranks. If he has reason, argument and 
logic on his side, he can get a hearing 
from the public and due reward; but in 
committing assaults on other public 
men, for the sake of getting rostrum 
engagements and of keeping his name 
in the papers, he is toiling for his own 


has an 


undoing. 


British naval estimates call for $221,- 
962,500 for the coming year. Add to 
this sum the expenditures for military 
purposes, and Great Britain will spend 
at the rate of a million a day for war 
preparations in a year of peace. The 
expenditures of the British government 
on this account are four times as much 
as they were twenty years ago. The 
end is not in sight. Germany and other 
nations will feel impelled to make simi- 
lar increases. Under present conditions 
no government would feel justified in 
retrenchment. The sequel must be 
world-wide bankruptcy or general dis- 
armament, or both. If the billions of 
dollars that are now annually expended 
for war preparations could be diverted 
by the different countries to outlays for 
internal improvements, this would be a 
happier and a better world. 


Hobson has also declared war against 
intemperance. Alone and unafraid, he 
has been conducting hostilities against 
Japan for several years. If his new di- 
version shall engage his attention 
wholly, it is possible that hereafter the 
Japanese will sleep peacefully nights 
and that the demon rum will be fought 
to a standstill. 





























Visitor—“ AND SO THIS IS LITTLE WILLIE, WHOM I HAVEN’T SEEN SINCE THE NIGHT HE WAS BORN. 


The Aerobus. 


By MINNA IRVING. 
F FLYING men keep on the way 
That they have started in, 
It soon will be a common thing 
To Mars to take a spin. 
From Union Square, with all the old, 
Familiar fret and fuss, 
We’ll take upon our holidays 
A crowded aerobus. 


The passengers will pack the seats, 
As in the subway cars, 

And hang from straps along the sides 
And hit against the stars; 

And folks will threaten damage suits, 
And sweat, and shove, and cuss, 

And letters to the papers write 
About the aerobus. 


Wanted To Know. 
‘¢"T‘HOSE who dance have to pay the 
fiddler.’’ 
‘*Who pays the rest of'the orchestra, 


pa?’’ 
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BUT I’D KNOW 
YOU ANYWHERE, MY DEAR, BY YOUR VOICE.”’ 


“One Way Out.” 
CAMBRIDGE ear going into Bos- 
ton came to a sudden stop. After 
a short parley between motorman and 
conductor, the latter opened the door and 
shouted, ‘‘Passengers all out. Leave by 
the nearest door!’’ 


F PEDDLERS entice thee, 
thou not! 


consent 


As the car was being emptied, a tall, 
spare woman, wearing spectacles and 
presumably blue stockings, touched the 
conductor on the arm and said in a re- 
proving tone, ‘‘ Next time say the nearer 
door.’’ 


Maternal Advice. 
oT OTHER, may I go out to fly?’’ 
‘*Yes, my darling daughter; 
And if you must fall from the sky, 
Try to fall in the water.’’ 





Wd Seen 


ERSONS buying safety razors should UP-TO-DATE. 


id—‘* Aw, cut out those balloons and 
blow me some airships.’’ 


also purchase phonographs and take K 
a complete barber shop home with them. 































E HAVE WITH US TOD- NIGHT 


By HOMER CROY. 


ISHER, WALTER L.—Walter 
Lowrie Fisher, the oil that has 
calmed the Ballinger-Pinchot waves 
that have so long been rocking the 
good old ship.of state, and who is 


now the new, Secretary of the In-." 


terior, was born in Wheeling, W.-Va., 
and, patriotic,to ‘the government, saw 
to it that it was the Fourth of July. 
His father was a college president, 
and Walter narrowly missed being 
called Perey and over-educated, es- 
caping as it was with the taint of a 
couple of college degrees. Leaving 
college, where he fondly believed that he had the world 
groveling at his feet and where he brought up the sun by 
going to chapel on time, he went to work in a law office in 
Chicago so big that he had to have himself identified every 
Saturday afternoon to get his envelope. His duty was to 
keep the encyclopedia alphabetically arranged and to inquire 


InTeRoe 


mrr, 


EARST, WILLIAM RAN- 

DOLPH.—Hearst was born in 

San Francisco during the Civil War 

and went to Harvard with a cowlick 

and a trunkful of violet ties. Be- 

coming editor of the Lampoon, he 

injected Hearstitis into it and Har- 

vard, and during his junior year 

left college without packing his bag 

—-gone, but not forgotten. The board of trustees aged per- 
ceptibly over night and it was two weeks before the president 
got a sound night’s sleep. Going back to his native heath, 
his father gave him the Examiner and ruined a Troy shirt 
laughing up his sleeve. But soon the money began rolling 
in so fast they had to send to the Treasury Department at 
Washington for two experts to count it. He then came to 
New York and bought the Journal and first option on Ella 
Wheeler Wilcox, and invented an indoor system of reproduc- 
ing Barnum & Bailey type for the front page of his Uxtrys, 
and ever since has been in politics. He now wears a black 


the name, age, birthplace, creed, college, and credit, habits, 
and liabilities of every person coming in 
He rose 


hobbies, assets, 
wanting to see one of the members of the firm. 
rapidly, until he was allowed to open the second-class mail 
and to talk to the vice-president of the firm without taking 
off his hat. So apt was he in these things that he was made 
special assessment attorney of the council of the city of Chi- 
cago—which isn’t as high salaried as it sounds—and soon 
was able to cut the Gordian knot of that city’s traction tan- 
gle. He soon came to be on so many governmental commis- 
sions that his secretary had to make out a time table, double 
track between committee rooms, and put up semaphores in 
the way of office-boys for him to keep all his appointments. 
As he bore up under this well and was broad-shouldered and 
had played football, they made him president of the Conserva- 
tion League of America, and now the thirty-third degree has 
been given him as Secretary of the Interior. Mr. Fisher has 
won several indoor medals for oratory, and the worst that 
can be said against him is that he is a debater of unusual 
ability and plays golf in Scotch stockings. 


hat and an air of mystery and collects Egptyian mummies. 
He is the friend of the workingman and the main support of 
five tailors. He speaks slowly and at all mass meetings, and 
whiles away his time running for office. Born in the glare 
of a millionaire home, Hearst is an example of how the press 
of to-day hounds a man of money trying to put his name in 
the papers. From cradlehood, when he would not play with 
@ paper that did not have blood on the first page, his life has 
been a bitter struggle to be a quiet homebody; but, in spite 
of his pleadings and threats, his name from time to time has 
crept into his newspapers. At first, through his indomitable 
energy and constant watchfulness, it never came out larger 
than W. R. Hearst; but, as his time came to be taken up more 
and more by art circles and curio collecting, Janus-faced 
friends and open-faced enemies put it WILLIAM R. 
HEARST; and to-day, against all his passionate pleadings, 
libel threats, and annunciamentos that anybody in his employ 
letting his name appear in the columns of his own papers 
shall be shot to his wife and family, his name comes out 


WILLIAM RANDOLPH HURST. 


























Chance for Efficiency. 
OW, my men,’’ says 
the employer, ‘‘I have 
engaged Mr. Pushem 


to systematize the 
work of the plant. 
By his methods we expect to in- 
crease the efficiency of each 


department fully fifty per cent. 
Have any of you a suggestion as 
to Mr. Pushem should 
begin?’’ 

**If it’s efficiency you’re after, 
sir,’’ suggests a horny-handed 
son of toil, ‘‘you might test this 
man Pushem out on your son, who 
is keeping the newspaper report- 
ers busy describing his rapid 
one depart- 


where 


advancement from 
ment to another, while he gains 
a thorough, actual working 
knowledge of the business.”’ 


Poor Mary. 
MAkY had a little shape, 


Correct from tip to toe; 
everywhere that Fashion 
went, 
That shape was sure to go. 


Not Altogether Bad. 


s¢7’M IN favor of starting a revolt 
here,’’ said the tall 

**Our chief is a tyrant, a monster. 
everything that he oughtn’t to be.’’ 
**Oh, I don’t know,’’ replied the short 
**You must admit that there’s 
He ate a missionary 


, 


And 


cannibal. 


He’s 


cannibal. 
some good in him. 
a little while ago.’ 


| © einen should let the well enough 


alone. 
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“WHAT ARE YOU DOING NOW, JERRY?” 
FOR A BENT-WOOD FURNITURE FACTORY.” 


“FOR ARTISTS?” “ NAW; 


How Things Have Changed. 


By JAMES 8S. BOYD. 
N OLDEN days the humorist 
creased his dwindling roll 

By telling how the ardent swain burned 
father’s gas and coal. 

That dear old joke is out of date; for 
nowadays, alas! 

The youth who once so ruthlessly con- 
sumed the coal and gas 

No longer in the parlor sits, but in the 
limousine 

He whispers words of love and burns 
her father’s gasoline. 


in- 


“IT AM A MODEL.” 


Business and Politics. 
‘¢7T IS appalling,’’ 
gentleman with the 


says the pursy 
heavy gold 
watch guard, ‘‘to read the cold-blooded 
statement of that Western politician 
that he has secured his hold on the or- 
ganization by the distribution of offices 
in the right quarters.”’ 

*“*It ought to be stopped by legal meas- 
sharp-featured man 
‘*But let’s 
How many shares 


ures,’’ avers the 
with the thick eyeglasses. 
get down to business. 
of preferred and how much of the 





THE ARTIST WHO DRAWS THE FUNNY LITTLE BOYS 
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THE ARTIST WHO DRAWS THE DOUBLE-PAGE CARTOONS. 








common do you want as a bonus 
for putting your company into the 
consolidation ?”’ 
Extract from a Penny Thriller. 
T WAS not until Gaston heard 
the sharp command from the 
footpad to give up his watch and 
remembered that he was unarmed 
that he realized the value of his 
education at the art school. Seiz- 
ing his pencil, he quickly drew a 
revolver, seeing which, the footpad 
fled and was soon lost in the misty 
depths of the foggy night. 


Charged. 
Willis—‘‘He calls himself a 
human dynamo.’’ 
Gillis—*‘No wonder; everything 
he has on is charged.’’ 



































“A Woman's a Wo- 
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SOLVE THE PKOBLEM OF 


(OIL, GAS OR COAL). 


A Revised Version. 
By HORACE DODD GASTIT. 
HERE are you going, my pret- 
ty maid?’’ 


*‘I really don’t know, kind 
sir,’’ she said. 
‘‘Mother’s quite set upon touring in 


Spain, 

Harry’s inclined to a summer in Maine, 

Susan is crazy to go to Paree, 

Mabel’s for cruising along by the sea, 

Tommy’s for shooting and fishing this 
year, 

Father’s for tending to business right 
here; 

As for myself, sir, I honestly feel 

I’d like to do France in an automobile.’’ 

“Your father has sense, my pretty 
maid.”’ 

“‘He’ll need more than that, kind sir,’’ 
she said. 

**Sense is all right in attending to biz, 

But dollars are needed in families like 


his.”’ 


First Aid to Golf. 


OLF players who have found certain 

of their emergent emotions inex- 
pressible in the ordinary vocables to be 
found in the English language may now 
take comfort in three newly coined ex- 
Gatun, and Roose- 
informed are the 


Assouan, 
which we are 
three biggest dams in the world. 


pressions, 
velt, 


HIGHER COST OF LIVING 
YOUR OWN VEGETABLES WITHIN TEN FEET OF A KITCHEN STOVE 





man for All That.” 
H* fellow - work- 
men gathered 
around him when the 
news became public 
property and extend- 





ed congratulations. 

“‘But,’’ said one 
man, ‘‘I understand 
the girl you’re en- 
gaged to is a twin. 
How do you tell the 
difference between 
her and her sister?’’ 

“Well, 
mighty nice family, 
said the candidate, 
‘fand I don’t bother 
very much.’’ 


The Real 
Cloud Rider. 
HE Sunday-school 
lesson had been 
about Elijah’s ascent 
in a cloud, and the 
children could not re- 
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member the name of 
the prophet. 

‘*Who was it went 
up to the sky in a 
1?”’ asked ilttle 





BY RAISING 


clouc 
Robert. 

Father, who had been paying little 
attention to the vouch- 
safed the information. 

“T think the man 
Wright.’’ 


conversation, 


was Wilbur 


House-cleaning Time. 
By GEORGE B. STAFF. 
OUSE-CLEANING time, 
cleaning time, 
A victim chants thy praise in rhyme. 
When law and order all must cease; 
When eating from the mantelpiece 
Is quite the rage; when furniture 
Is standing where you hit it sure 
As, coming in the house at night, 
You grope forth blindly for a light, 
And over chairs and tables climb 
With curses, at house-cleaning time. 


Buffalo Bill as United States Senator. 
T IS said that Buffalo Bill wants to 
be a United States Senator. Itisa 
worthy ambition, and possibly the 
gentleman could be made very use- 


house- 


ful if it ever came to lassoing 
a quorum. It might enliven a fili- ° 
bustering debate if the Senator 
from Arizona were to vary his pe- 
riods of speechifying by shooting 
glass balls during one of the usual 
flights of oratorical irrelevance in 
which our senators indulge. 





WILL 
Mr. 
ME THE DUCK WHO WOULD BE SQUELCHED BY WATER !”" 


Miss Brotler—“ 
DRENCH YOU 


The Tactful Man. 


By CAROLYN WELLS, 


HAVE my troubles, as I can tell! 
I didn’t praise my wife’s new hat; 
So she went off for a crying spell— 
Now, what would you do in a case 
like that? 


Although she left milk on the shel”. 
I didn’t remember to feed the cat; 
And she said, ‘‘I’d rather you’d starved 
yourself !’’- — 
Now, what would you do in a case like 
that? 


I came home late—’twas nearly three— 
And forgot the key was under the mat. 
She said, ‘‘You’re horrid to waken 
me !’?— 
Now, what would you do in a case like 
that? 


Then I admit that I did scold, 
Because at bridge she was bound to 
chat; 
And she said my love was growing cold— 
Now, what would you do ina case like 
that? 


Of course I didn’t suppose she’d mind 
When I told her she was getting fat; 
But she wept and said I was most un- 
kind— 
Now, what would you do in a case like 
that? 















Then, when she bant- 
ed and starved 
and walked 

Till I said she 

looked like a 

perfect slat, 

said she hated 

the way I talk- 
ed— ’ 

Now, what would 

you do in a case 
like that? 


She 





GO AWAY, AUDACIOUS MASHER, OR I 
WITH WATER !” 
TRA, LA—PI 


Serenader—“ JUNK—PLUNK—SHOW 
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“ GREAT scoTT ! 


“WHY, GEORGE, DON’T YOU KNOW YOUR WIFE? 





WHAT’S THIS ?” 


THIS IS MY NEW HAREM SKIRT 
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DEMENTIA AMERICANIA. 


PON the arrival of April each 
year about five million men of 
all ages in the United States 
get the idea that they could 
shoot a few across the dia- 

mond as well as they could ten, fifteen, 
or twenty years ago, if they only had 
the chance. I was one of the five mil- 
lion. I had the chance. I now offer 
myself to the five million as an example 
of deluded baseball. 

In April, 1910, two New Jersey news- 
papers decided to forget a little matter 
of circulation figures and settle the ques- 
tion of baseball supremacy. A very 
young reporter captained our nine. In 
his search for players he finally came to 
me. 

‘*Play ball?’’ he asked. 

No American will admit that he is in- 
capable of putting up the game of his 
life. I told him what a grand player I 
was. 

‘*When did you play last?’’ he asked 
coldly. 

‘*About—about nine years ago.’ 

**What position?’’ 

‘*Pitcher,’’ I answered, for now I was 
on once familiar ground. ‘‘Say, I’ve 
got an out curve that will have them 
breaking their backs.”’ 

“Or their bats,’’ he observed. 


By WILLIAM HEYLIGER. 


I can say truthfully that he did not 
seem to be much impressed. 

‘“‘We’ve got to have some kind of 
pitcher,’’ he conceded, without enthusi- 
asm. ‘‘You may do. Anyway, you’re 
all the volunteer pitcher we have. 
Everybody else wants to play shortstop.”’ 

Finding that our assistant sporting 
editor was an embryo shortstop, I went 
to him for information. I reasoned that, 
as he sometimes covered the games, he 
ought to know something about baseball. 
But— Well, there’s no use rubbing it 
into the assistant sporting editor. 

‘*Oh,”’’ he said, ‘‘a shortstop figures in 
from six to a dozen plays during a game. 
I want to be in the thick of this.’’ 

After he confessed that he hadn’t 
played ball in ten years, I put him in 
my class and asked how long it would 
take us to get into shape. 

‘‘Week or ten days,’’ he said. 
‘‘There’s not much to this baseball busi- 
ness. All this spring training stuff is 
bunk, to boost the game. Look at the 
rest you get between innings.’’ 

I went into training that night via a 
run around the block. It was a good, 
healthy block—none of your little two- 
by-twice squares. Before I reached the 
first corner I was winded, and three 
small boys were at my heels, in the hope 


that I was going for a policeman. Nev- 
ertheless, I struggled on. Half-way 
around the block I sat on a friendly 
doorstep. Between gasps I asked the 
boys to go away and not collect a crowd. 
They were nice boys; they went away 
for only five cents apiece. 

Two or three other reporters seemed 
to be having trouble with their legs next 
morning. Before noon the city room 
began to smell like the operating-room 
in a hospital. 

Everybody began to talk about ‘‘char- 
ley-horse’’ and strained tendons and 
‘‘glass arms.’’ It seemed to me, in the 
light of a sore-muscled day, that our 
captain had made a mistake in setting 
the day of combat but two weeks later. 
The assistant sporting editor, however, 
told me that the stiffness in my legs 
would depart if I continued my running. 

‘‘You shouldn’t have exercised your 
legs,’’ he said. ‘‘All you need is an 
arm. You’re going to pitch.”’ 

‘“‘But when I get on base’’—I started 
to argue; but the assistant sporting 
editor told me that pitchers couldn’t hit 
and offered to get down the records to 
show me. 

‘‘Anyway,’’ he said, ‘‘you’ve lost your 
batting eye if you haven’t played ball 
in nine years.”’ 


















FOLLOWING 


‘*You haven’t played in ten years!”’ I 
shot back. 

‘“‘Huh!"" he said. ‘I’m not a 
pitcher!"’ And the way he said it made 
me feel that a pitcher is only a little 
lower in the scale than the boy who car- 
ries the bats. 

A burly man named McNamara, from 
the composing-room, volunteered to 
catch my delivery. We went to West 
Side Park next afternoon. 
with what I privately called rare judg- 
ment and excellent control. My catcher 
spat tobacco juice and said not a word. 

**See that peach of an out?’’ I asked 
at last. 

‘*Naw!”’ he said. 

I pitched a few more. Finally I 
watched one with the proud eye of a 
parent. It seemed todo a most remark- 
able curve. 


I worked 


**I never saw one like that before!’’ I 
called. 

The catcher agree d that he had never 
seen one like it, either. 

‘That will fool them, I guess!’’ I 
cried, searching for further praise. 


‘‘They’ll kill it,’’ he said, without 
emotion. 
It was discouraging. I wondered 


what had become of my curve. I tried 
again. 

**Curve?’’ I asked. 

‘*Naw!’’ 

‘*IT had a beaut nine years ago,’’ I ex- 
plained; whereupon the man from the 
composing-room asked me how old was 
Ann, and decided to quit for the after- 
noon. 

Next day all the reporters had sore 
arms and banged-up fingers and tried 
vainly to slam out copy on decrepit type- 






















THE FASHION. 


writers, and caught blazes from a cold- 
blooded city editor who didn’t give a 
tinker’s darn for baseball, but who did 
want his copy in early. 

By the end of the week some of the 
soreness had left my arm. I decided 
that the curve was coming back. I told 
our captain that I could now ‘‘put some- 
thing on the ball.’’ 

**Some what?”’ he asked. 

**Some curve!’’ I snapped. 

**McNamara calls punk little 
‘*We’ll have 
to play great ball in back of you if we 
expect to win.”’ 


it a 
twister,’’ he said calmly. 


By this time I had become a baseball 
cynic. I tried to imagine some of the 
ten-year-ago players in our line-up put- 
ting up great ball. The future was, in- 
deed, dark. 

The game was played at West Side 
Park and we wore the at-home uniforms 
of the local club. I got an outfit that, I 
felt sure, had been originally planned to 
the 
weather. I learned afterward that it 
was the uniform of big George Merritt, 


spread over diamond in rainy 


formerly of the Pittsburgh Nationals 
and then pitching for Jersey City. 

I walked from the players’ bench to 
the pitcher’s box at the start of the first 
inning. The journey seemed to be about 
a mile. I noticed that my feet were 
big, that my legs were thin, and that 
my hands dangled a mile out of my 
the 


I never be- 


sleeves. I guess everybody in 
grand-stand noticed it, too. 
fore realized the peculiarities of my 
But, just the 
same, our crowd gave me a fine imita- 
the other fellows 


told me that I was a piece of cheese. 


physical construction. 


tion of a cheer, and 





They were a rough crowd, the other 
fellows. 

I reasoned, as I stood in the box, 
that the best thing to do was to strike 
out the first batter. I had always 
tried to do that in my ball-playing 
days. Disdaining the cries of our in- 
field to ‘‘Let ’im hit it out!’’ I wound 
up in most approved style. 

Our center fielder was short and 
fat. After he had chased the ball to 
a standstill, the batter sat down ex- 
hausted on third and the center fielder 
exhausted out near the 


sat down 


flagpole. 

‘“‘Take ’im out!’’ sang the grand- 
stand. 

We waited the 
our center fielder were 
Then the game went 


until batter and 





































restored to 
playing form. 
on. 

I couldn’t understaad that three-base 
swat. I had pitched with all my skill. 
Yet, I remembered, the same thing had 
happened to me nine years before on the 
first ball pitched—and I had then struck 
out the next three men. Encouraged by 
this recollection, I started to mow the 
batters down. They didn’t mow at all. 
After our catcher had stretched his spine 
pulling two out of the sky and had 
skinned his chin digging two out of the 
dirt, the batter ambled to first. As he 
roamed, our captain, the second base- 
man, the third baseman, the shortstop— 
in fact, everybody except the center 
fielder—came in to ask me how about it. 
The center fielder was still puffing great 
clouds of breath into the atmosphere. 








% Fa : - ae wort , 
Wey" 


BOTH USEFUL AND STYLISH. 























ond baseman. 
‘*Haven’t warmed up yet,’’ I said. 
‘*Better warm up pretty soon,”’ 
vised the captain, in a tone that sounded 
like a threat. 
“T’ll get them,’’ I promised. 
have them eating out of my hand.’’ 
But the next batter slapped one to the 
He was a 


“ru 


assistant sporting editor. 
pretty good assistant sporting editor, as 
sporting editors go, and he could write 
a really readable article on how to hit a 
sacrifice fly. Yet he did ‘‘thinks’’ to 
that poor little grounder that were 
shameful, indeed. 
the plate, I came to the conclusion that 
a ten-year-ago shortstop is scarcely a 
Rock of Gibraltar when it comes to cut- 
ting down a runner at first. 

Our infield came in and lined up and 
told me what they thought of my work. 
The grand-stand let loose its opinion of 
the game, and it was truly a shocking, 
profane opinion. Then the infield went 
back to position again and the next man 
hit for three bases. Unfortunately, the 
ball rolled to the center-field fence, and 
our fat center fielder, after a gallant 
chase, was forced to retire from the 
game. He was carried, gasping, to a 
near-by rathskeller. 

I panted, I grunted, I squeaked at 
every joint, and the rest of that inning 
was something to congeal the blood of 
robust men. For timid women the de- 
tails would spell murder. So why give 
the details and bring upon my head the 
blood of innocent wives, sisters, and 
They got— My typewriter 
chokes on the fateful sentence and my 
right arm quivers. But the truth must 
prevail. They got fourteen runs. 

On my way to the bench I passed my 
friends in the grand-stand. They leaned 
out to talk to me. 


divorcees? 





‘*What’s the matter?’’ asked the sec- 


ad- 


As one run went over 


“HEADS BELOW. 


“‘If you said you could pitch,’’ they 
said, ‘‘you should be arrested for per- 
jury.”’ 

On the bench our team shed perspira- 
tion and tears. They told me to go play 
ping-pong with the bat boy, and the bat 
boy said that when he played ping-pong 
he’d play witha man. Whereupon 

“I’ve had enough,”’ I told our captain. 

**Miller will pitch,’’ he said sadly. 
‘‘Try your hand at second base. You 
can’t do much worse.’’ 

In this, though, our captain was mis- 
taken. I did adeal worse. Six times 

. the ball was hit in my direction, and six 
times our noble right fielder played first- 
aid-to-second-basemen and chased it to 
the fence. At first he made no com- 
plaint. In the eighth inning, however, 
he advised me that if I let another one 
get past to the fence, he’d punch my 
eye. He wasa husky 
pressman. So during 
the ninth inning I 
played shortstop and 
the assistant sport- 
ing editor took my 
dangerous place. 

At the bat — I 
went to the bat for 
the first time in the 
Our 





third inning. 
police reporter was 
waiting patiently on 
third base, and I 
swung at three 
that were 


over my 





WHY NOT? 


head. 



























LOOK cur !” 


‘*You’re a frost!’’ said the police re- 
porter. 

‘**T like them high,’’ I explained. 
you hit them, they go a mile.”’ 

The next time up I swung at three 
that were down around my ankles. 

‘‘Thought you liked them high,’’ said 
the police reporter. 

‘I wanted to lift one over the heads 
of the infielders,’’ I explained. 


ser? 





EXPECTED SOME MUSIC. 


** Won't you come down below ?’’ 


Captain 

at—‘'* No; I'm going to stay right here, 
alongside of the gramaphone.’’ 

‘‘Next time up,’’ said our captain, 
‘‘vou swing at nothing. Get your base 
on balls.”’ 

Which accounts for the fact that in 
the seventh inning I walked to first on 


four bad balls. Our captain was coach- 
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NEWLY RICH OF SOCIAL STRUGGLING 


PRA 





TEMPERAMENTS, WHO WISH TO HAVE THEIR NEIGHBORS 








APPRECIATE THEIR FINANCIAL STATUS, 


MAY USE THE FRONT-WALK SUGGESTION TO GOOD SELF-ADVERTISING ADVANTAGE. 


ing near the bag. As the pitcher wound 
up, he whispered hoarsely, 

‘Steal !’’ 

I went for second with the speed of a 
—well, of a rewrite man on an evening 


When near the bag I heard 


newspaper. 
the captain’s voice, 
**Slide!’’ 


I had seen ball players slide for bases 
and it always looked easy. Take this 
from me: it isn’t. Of course, in mak- 
ing the attempt to slide, I got half a 
motion like the real movement; but, 
half way through, my feet suddenly took 
a turn up toward the declining sun, my 
head moved down toward the virgin 
earth, and I struck the dirt in the vicin- 
ity of second base on my stomach. 
There are tougher parts of the human 
anatomy than one’s stomach. I was laid 
out for ten minutes and came 
to just in time to prevent our 
police reporter from dumping 
the water bucket over my head. 

After the game I crawled 
out of my uniform and into 
my clothes. My legs were 
stiff and swollen, my back 
ached, my sides were sore, and 
my right arm was apparently 
dead. With the exception of 
our captain we all felt about 
the same. Yet the grip of de- 
mentia Americania—— 

‘Thought you would be in 
the thick of it?’’ I demanded 
of our assistant sporting 
editor. 


Man— 


pulled off his coat. 
You just watch me 


He groaned as he 
‘*Had an off day. 
I'll eat ’em up.”’ 

’ I demanded, 


next time. 
‘Going to play again,’ 
‘‘after—after this?’”’ 
**Sure!’’ he said. 
He meant it, too. 
the five million. 


He is still one of 


RS. KA FLIPPE seems to be so 

fond of her baby.”’ -_ 

**Yes, she’s crazy 

about it. She has 

seen the nurse bathe it 

twice, and it is only 
four months old!’’ 


— 
luwme 


Hostess—* I BEG YOUR PARDON, BUT ARE YoU TWO ENGAGED ? ?; 
I DON’T KNOW ABOUT THE LADY.” 


‘1 AM; 








May Day. 
(Tennyson revised.) 
B; JOHN K. Le BARON. 
OU MUST wake and call me early, 
Call me early, mother, dear. 
To-morrow’|l be the busiest day 
Of all the sad new year— 
The maddest, busiest day, mother, 
As circumstances prove ; 
For you know ’tis true the rent comes 
due, 
So we have got to move. 


Sad, but True. 


Willis—‘‘So your military 
school wasn’t a success?”’ 

Gillis—‘*‘No; none of the 
pupils could stay on a horse 
long enough to have their pho- 
tographs taken for the adver- 
tisements of the school.’’ 












Matrimony a la Mode. 


ACK and Jill 
Rushed up the hill 
Of reckless matrimony. 
Year expired, 
Both grew tired 
Now Jill gets alimony! 


Unfit for Business. 
OOR man!”’ said the kind 
old lady who was seeing 
the State prison. ‘‘Why are 
you here?’’ 

‘‘Because my lawyer in- 
herited fifty thousand dollars 
the day before he made his 
plea to the jury, and couldn’t 
weep.”’ 


l 
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Extract from a letter—“3HE QUITE ENJOYED THE SENSATION SHE MADE IN BER HAREM 
SKIRT, UNTIL SHE DISCOVERED THAT HER BRACES HAD COME DOWN, AND——” 


Coffee Congestion 
CAUSES A VARIETY OF AILS. 


A happy old lady in Wisconsin says: 
‘‘During the time I was a coffee 
drinker I was subject to sick headaches, 
sometimes lasting 2 or 3 days, totally 
unfitting me for anything. 

“To this affliction was added, some 
years ago, a trouble with my heart that 
was very painful, accompanied by a 
smothering sensation and faintness. 

‘‘Dyspepsia, also, came to make life 
harder to bear. I took all sorts of pat- 
ent medicines, but none of them helped 
me for any length of time. 

“‘The doctors frequently told me that 
coffee was not good for me; but without 
coffee I felt as if I had no breakfast. I 
finally decided about 2 years ago to 
abandon the use of coffee entirely, and 
as I had read a great deal about Postum 
I concluded to try that for a breakfast 
beverage. 

**I liked the taste of it and was par- 
ticularly pleased to notice that it did not 
‘come up’ as coffee used to. The bad 
spells with my heart grew less and less 
frequent, and finally ceased altogether, 
and I have not had an attack of sick 
headache for more than a year. My 
digestion is good, too, and I am thankful 
that I am once more a healthy woman. 
I know my wonderful restoration to 
health came from quitting coffee and 
using Postum.’’ Name given by the 
Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich. 

“‘There’s a reason,’’ and it is this. 
Coffee has a direct action on the liver 
with some people, and causes partial 
congestion of that organ, preventing the 
natural outlet of the secretions. Then 
may follow biliousness, sallow skin, 
headaches, constipation, and, finally, a 
change of the blood corpuscles and nerv- 
ous prostration. 

Read the little book, ‘‘The Road to 
Wellville,’’ in packages. ‘‘There’s a 
Reason.’’ 

Ever read the above letter? A 
new one appears from time to time. 
They are genuine, true, and full of 
human interest. 


-London Opinion. 


The Grocer’s Prediction. —‘‘I am go- 
ing to start a garden,’’ announced Mr. 
Subbubs. ‘‘A few months from now I 
won’t be kicking about your prices.”’ 

‘*No,”’ said the grocer. ‘‘You’ll be 
wondering how I can afford to sell vege- 
tables so cheap.’’—Louwisville Courier- 
Journal, 


JUDGE'S FAVORITE. 





PAULA MARR 
IN “I'LL BE HANGED IF I DO.” 
AT WILLIAM COLLIER’S COMEDY THEATER. 


A little nonsense for each day 
Is one good rule for health, 
So we do all attend your play 
So rich in laughter’s wealth. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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NOTICE 
To Summer Resort 


Proprietors. 


VANS’ 
ALE 


Pleases Patrons and 


shows that you serve 


the best. 


A Delightful and Popular Summer Beverage. 
In splits as well as rewular size bottles. 
Cc. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 


The Place To Die.—‘‘ My hero dies in 
the middle of my latest novel,’’ said the 
young author. 

‘‘That’s a grave mistake,’’ replied 
the editor. ‘*‘He should not die before 
the reader does.’’—Atlanta Constitution. 


No Immediate Danger. —Friend— 
‘‘When do you expect Mr. Rich to re- 
cover?”’ 

Doctor—‘‘I don’t know; he’s the only 
patient I have at the present time.’’— 
Brooklyn Life. 





Automobile Eye Insurance needed after 
£xposure to Sun, Winds and Dust. Murine Eye 
Remedy freely applied Affords Reliable Relief. 

No Smarting—Just Eye Comfort—Try Murine. 





Fine Scheme. — Wife—‘‘Please match 
this piece of silk for me before you 
come home.’’ 

Husband—‘‘ At the counter where the 
sweet little blonde works—the one with 
the soulful eyes and’’ 

Wife—‘‘No. You’re too tired to shop 
for me when your day’s work is done, 
dear. On second thought, I won't 
bother you.’’—Detroit News. 





The 
Egyptian 
Cigarette 


of Quality 








AROMATIC DELICACY 
MILDNESS 
PURITY 


2 


at your Club or Dealer's 


THE SURBRUG CO., Makers, New York. 











































RHEUMATISM 


I want every sufferer to 
try my Drafts, which 
are curing thousands, 

WITHOUT COST | 











All I ask is your address 


I want to send every one who has Rheu- 
matism a regular $1.00 pair of Magic Foot 







Drafts, the great Michigan remedy for 
Rheumatism of every kind, chronic or 
acute, muscular, sciatic, lumbago, 





gout, etc., no matter where located or how 
RIAL. 





severe, on FREE 















FREDERICK Dyer, Cor. Sec. 


My Drafts are meeting with phenomenal 
success—they are already in demand in every 
civilized country in the world. ‘Thousands 
of letters from everywhere tell us of marvel- 
ous cures, even after long lives of suffering, 
and after every other means had failed. It is 













because they are so sure to bring prompt 
and permanent re- TRADEMARK 
lief that I can 





afford to send them 
on approval. 
Just send your 
name and address. 
Return mail will bring the Drafts, prepaid 
Chen, after trying them, if you are satis 
fied with the benefit received, send us One 
Dollar If not, they cost you nothing. | 
You decide, and we take your word. Ad- 
dress Magic Foot Draft Co., VB14 Oliver 
Bidg., Jackson, Mich. Send no money— 
just yourname. Write to-day. 


GET WISE 


Diagram of Life Insurance showing the proportionate 
amount of Insurance and Legal Reserve during whole 
life or a term of years. (Copyrighted.) Address F. 
H. Galusha, 225 Wreford Avenue, Detroit, Mich. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 

Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 

ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will send you 

all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, orany subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. Henry RoOMEIKE, 110-112 West 26th 
Street. New York. 


Tobacco Habit Banished 


. ELDERS’ TOBACCO BOON BANISHES all 
me . of Tobacco Habit in 72 to 120 hours. A posi- 
tive, quick and permanent relief. Easy to take. 
No craving for Tobacco after the first dose. One 
to three boxes for all ordinary cases. We guaran- 
tee results in every case or refund money. Send 
for our free booklet giving full information. 
Elders’ Sanatarium, Dept. 43 St. Joseph, Mo 

































A Long Chance.— Weary Walter—‘‘I 
lost arf a crown yesterday.”’ 

Tired Timotheus—‘‘Did y’ 
in yer pocket?’’ 

Weary Walter—‘‘No; the bloke wot 
dropped it heard it fall.’ —Tit-Bits. 


‘ave a 'ole 


‘“*What’s 
She seems 


No Wonder She Raved.- 
the matter with your wife? 
to be very irascible lately.’’ 

‘*Why, she was assisting at a rum- 
mage sale, and somebody sold her new 
hat for thirty-five cents.’’— Washington 
Herald. 


“Do you believe in 


Self-confidence. — 
all the views you advocate? 
**Yes,’’ replied Senator Sorghum, 
after some hesitation, ‘‘I do; but I 
doubt whether a less ski!lful reasoner 
than myself would be able to convince 
me of the correctness of some of them.’’ 
— Washington Star. 


Hang Him.— Juggins—‘‘Who was it 
that said if he could make the songs of 
the people he wouldn’t care who made 
the laws?’’ 

Muggins—‘‘Don’t know. But if he’s 
the chap who’s making the songs of the 
people nowadays, I’d just like to have 
the making of the laws a little while! 
That’s all!’’—Red Hen. 


Appearance Not Deceptive.—‘‘ Boss, 
I’ve just come out of the hospital, an’ ’’— 
“What?” 
‘*I’ve gant come out of a _ hospital, 
an’ i 
“Ty was in a hospital once.’’ 
‘Well, then you know’’ 
‘**I know they give the patients a bath 
oftener than once a year.’’—Houston 
ost. 
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15,000 Appointments Coming 


Excellent salaries. Short hours. Annual 

7 “ ” . 
vacations. No — layofts. Rapid pro- 
motion. Write for list of positions open 
with duties and salaries paid. 


Franklin Institute, Dept. J] 99, Rochester, N.Y, 


Here's an instrument for viewing 
: for moving pictures NOT A TOY. 





Save Your Eyesight 





Prevents eye strain and 


renders picture and theatrical shows 
far more enjoyable Ask your physi- 
cian what harm pictures do your eye- 
sight. Eliminate danger by sending 


Agents want- 


+» 315 


Ife today for Fo ope 

ed Commerce ial Mfg. Co. 

Maritime Ballding, Seattle. Wash. 
Patent applied for 


With the Warriors. 
They are still fighting in: 
Mexico, 
Albany, 
Breathitt County, 
Austin, and 
Central America. 
Fort Worth Record. 





An Ese Insurance Policy at Your Drug- 
gist’s. Murine Eye Remedy Insures—Eye Health 
—Eye Comfort—Eye Beauty. Try Murine. 


“Shake Well Before Using.’’—‘‘ And 
when shall I take the sleeping draught, 
doctor?’’ 

‘*Well, 


you go to sleep.”’ 


about fifteen minutes before 
Fliegende Blaetter. 


Like the Rest of Us.— ‘‘Yes,’ said 
the old man,‘‘my daughter is still study- 
ing French.”’ 

‘*But she can’t speak the language at 
all, can she?’’ remarked the friend. 

**She couldn’t at first, but now she can 
speak it just enough to make herself un- 
intelligible.’’—Catholic Times. 








WHITE-HOUSE MAN'S BURDEN. 


Uncle Taft (on Mexican frontier) —‘‘Who goes there ?'’ 


Filibuster—‘‘I do!”’ 

Uncle Taft—‘' Guess you can’t’’ 
Filibuster 
Uncle Taft—‘' That’s my business. 


He Went.— George—‘‘ Yes, dear; any- 
thing you say goes.’’ 

Marguerite {bored to death)— 
**George !’’—Columbia Jester. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be arpreciated. 


*“ Well, who are you, anyhow ?’’ 
All this hemisphere is my business."’ 


—Jlondon Punch. 


and Musical 


SONG POEMS 


Compositions 
That are successful---bring fame and cash to their 
writers. Send us your manuscript or write for FREE 


Publication guaranteed if accepted. 
H. Kirkus Dugdale Co., Desk 19. Washington, D. C. 










well 
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An Education.—‘‘I want to be 
informed,’’ said the ambitious girl. 
want to know what’s going on.”’ 

‘*Well,’’ answered Miss Cayenne, ‘‘I 
would suggest that you get one of those 
telephones that will put you on a line 
with five or six other subscribers.’’— 
Baltimore American, 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 25c a bottle. 





A Defect.—A certain skeptic was con- 
tending before a minister that the work 
of the Creator was manifestly imper- 
fect. ‘‘Have you not yourself,’’ he 
asked, ‘‘noted defects in the human or- 
ganism, for instance, and thought of 
better contrivances?’’ 

To his delight there was the frank 
reply,‘‘Why, yes, I really think I have.”’ 

‘‘In what respect?’’ 

‘‘Why,’’ drawled the parson, ‘‘you 
see, when I want to shut out anything 
disagreeable from my sight, I can draw 
down my eyelids, and it’s all done; but, 
unfortunately, I haven’t any flaps to 
my ears.”’ 

Free conversation ceased at about 
that point. —Christian Guardian. 





A teaspoonful of Abbott’s Bitters with your Grape 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample by 
mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Balti- 
more, Md 








rhe Better Way.—‘‘I am going to 
ask your father to-night for your hand 
in marriage.”’ 


‘“‘How dreadfully old-fashioned you | 
are!’ 
‘‘In what way?’’ 
‘*Don’t ask him; tell him.’’—Houston | 








THE HONEYMOON. 
(Scene: Swell Hotel.) | 
Wife (as the sugar is passed) —‘‘ Use the 
tongs, William.’’ 
Bill (from Wayback)—“‘ Taint ’ot, is it ?’’ 
—-Sydney Bulletin. 
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HUNTER WHISKEY 


RIPENED BY AGE 
THE PERFECTION 
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= OF PURITY = 
Guaranteed under the National Pure Food Law 
Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
a dachthhthcaccadadatitiatititctacteatatiatiatiatitctactaataataadiataatiathatactaetaatiatietiatiathathtactaetietiatiatiathtsthetiatintetactaataed 






































































THE NEXT GREAT WAR. 
With America proposing arbitration, all parties in the United Kingdom in favor of it, and the German 
press and Parliament approving, the next great “‘ war ’’ ought to be conducted as above. 

— London Opinion. 






‘WEEE 
PURE FOOD 242 
WHISKEY * 


I's Medicinally 
PURE: 


ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE 


ForSaletvery where 
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A Hobble-skirt Dilemma. 


A young woman came in at the door, 
The same shape behind as before. 
As no one knew where 
To shove up a chair, 
She had to sit down on the floor. 
— Macon News. 





LE 
Brana 


WATERPROOE 


COLLARS & CUFFS 


Pat. Dec. 26, 1906 , lov. 2 


PUBLIC SPEAKERS are but one of the many types 
of busy men who find Challenge Waterproof Collars a 
great convenience. 

Thousands of satisfied wearers are delighted with the correct 
dull linen finish, perfect fit and up-to-date style. 

Challenge Collars save collar trouble and bother and they 
save laundry bills. Ws guarantee every collar to give satisfaction 
in service and appearance. 

At your dealer’s---Coliars 25c, Cuffs 50c, or sent by mail 
by us on receipt of price Our new “‘Slip-Easy”’ finish 
makes tie alide easily. Write for our latest atyle book 

THE ARLINGTON COMPANY, De — 
Established 1883 725-727 Broadway, New York. 
Keston, 65 Bedford St Chieago, 161 Market St St. Louls, 505 N. 7th St 


One on the Teacher.— Teacher (to 
new pupil)—‘‘Why did Hannibal cross 
the Alps, my little man?’’ 

My little man—‘‘For the same reason 
as the ’en crossed the road. Yer don’t 
catch me with no puzzles.’’—Sydney 


Bulletin. 


““As of Old.’”-—‘‘I’m sorry you’ve got 
to leave Eden and go to work simply 


Detroit, 117 Jefferson Ave 
San Francisco, 718 Mission St. 


Philadelphia, 900 Chestnut St. 
Teronto, 58-64 Fraser Ave. 








Reform Most Needed.—Earnest but 
prosy street-corner orator—‘‘I want land 
reform, I want housing reform, I want 
educational reform, I want’’—— 
Bored voice —‘*Chloroform.’’ — Man- 
chester Guardian. 


Doubling the Cost.—‘‘What do you 
think of the idea of an extra session of 
Congress?’’ 

‘*Well,’’ replied Farmer Corntossel, 
‘‘some extry sessions is like some extry 
newspapers. They ain’t enough in ’em 
to justify the hollerin’.’’— Washington 
Star. 


Diplomatic.— Baron—‘‘Did I hit the 
hare, gamekeeper ?’’ 

Keeper—‘‘Ah, but the kind heart you 
have, your Highness! You have merci- 
fully spared his life.’’—Fliegende Blaet- 
ter. 


“It’s hard to live within one’s salary, 
but there’s one consolation--it’s harder to 
live without it.—Herald and Presbyter. 


Great Western 
Champagne 


HALF THE COST OF 
IMPORTED 
TE, 
Of the Six Ameri- 
can ‘Champagnes 
Exhibited, Great 
Western was the 
Only One Awarded 
the Gold Medal at 
Paris Exposition, 

1900. 





Your Grocer or Dealer 
Can Supply You 


Sold Everywhere 
Pleasant Valley 
Wine Co. 
Rheims, N. Y. 
Oldeat and Largest 


Champagne House 
in America 














*Twould Spoil the Match.— Syitor— 
**T would like to see the photo of the lady 
with the five-hundred-thousand-dollar 
dowry.”’ 

Matrimonial agent—‘‘We don’t show 
photos with the large dowries.’’—Flie- 
gende Blaetter. 


Not a Chance.— Flim—‘‘ Why couldn’t 
Black get his life insured?’’ 

Flam—‘‘The company said he was an 
extra hazardous risk.’’ 

Flim—‘‘ How so?’’ 

Flam—‘‘ His wife is a suffragette.’’— 
Princeton Tiger. 


A Bad Advertisement.—Druggist (to 
his stout wife )}—‘‘ Don’t come in just this 
minute. Iam about to sell six bottles of 
my fat-reducing mixture.’’—Continent. 


He’s Keeping Quiet Now.—‘‘Is your 
mother painting any still life now?’’ 

**Yes; father’s portrait.’’—Meggen- 
dorfer Blaetter. 


Caroni Bitters. — Unequalled for flavoring 
sliced Fruits, Ices and Jellies. Sample on receipt of 
25 cents. Oct. C. Blache & Co., 78 Broad St., N. Y 
Gen’! Distrs. 


My Choice. 
Oh, men may rave over auburn locks 
Or dream of a golden curl, 
Or sit and sigh till they droop and die 
For the sake of a black-haired girl; 
But neither raven nor red nor gold 
Is the loveliest hair in town. 
I know it well (though I seldom tell), 
For Dorothy’s hair is brown. 


Let people talk to their heart’s content 
Of the beauty of bright blue eyes, 

Or gush all day over green or gray 
And the charm that within them lies; 

But though their owners glance coyly up 
Or modestly cast them down, 

I feel no thrill, but ignore them still— 
For Dorothy’s eyes are brown. 


Folks speak with awe of a noble name— 
De Courcy or Vere de Vere— 

That commonly goes with a Roman nose 
And a mien that the low-born fear; 
But a commonplace name is prettier far 

Than these titles of high renown. 
Well, perhaps you have guessed the one 
I like best— 
Yes, Dorothy’s name is Brown! 
—London Opinion. 


because I gave you the rest of that 
apple,’’ said contrite Eve. 

‘‘Never mind,’’ answered Adam. 
‘The ultimate consumer always gets the 
worst of it.’’— Washington Star. 


With Poor Success.— ‘‘Talk about 
man !’’ exclaimed the suffragist. ‘‘ What 
has man ever done for woman?’’ 

‘“*He’s furnished her with a model 
she’s trying durned hard to imitate,” 
came a voice from the rear of the hall. 
—Boston Transcript. 


Between Friends.— Alice—‘‘I thought 
Mr. Smart had good literary taste until 
he sent me that silly novel.’’ 

Kate—‘‘Oh, that doesn’t necessarily 
indicate his taste, dear; it merely rep- 
resents his opinion of yours.’’—Kansas 
City Times. 


Just Why.—‘‘Do you find the cost of 
living any higher than it was, say, five 
years ago?’’ 

‘*Yes, sir. Twoof my daughters have 
got married since.’’— Washington Her- 
ald. 





PNEUMATIC CLEANER 
ON’T STIR UP the dust by sweep 


ing—REMOVE it with a m 

REGINA -cleaner--the vacuum cleaner 
with double pumps. Does more w 
with less labor than any other—simplest, most 
satisfactory of all—made and guaranteed by 
the makers of the world-famous Regina Music 
Boxes. Light, strong, compact—moderatem 
price—beautiful in appearance. Electric of 
Hand operated models. Inquire of dealers ot 
write us for particulars. Our interesting booklet 


“THE MAGIC WAND” 


beautifully illustrated in color pre- = 
sents the cleaning problem in an 
original and fascinating manner. 
Mailed on receipt of 2c stamp. 
The Regina Company 
Union Square, New York 


221 Wabash Avenue 
Chicago 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE, It will be appreciated. 





















Claiming Credit.—‘‘I, sir,’’ remarked 
the indignant citizen, ‘‘am a taxpayer.’’ 

“Well,’’ replied the political boss, 
“you have me to thank. You wouldn’t 
be nearly as much of a taxpayer as you 
are excepting for my efforts.’’— Wash- 


ington Star. 


Pathetic Preof.—‘My Jim is dead, 
my Jim is dead!’’ wailed an old colored 
mammy, holding up a letter. ‘‘Here is 
aletter from him right from the dead- 
letter office!’"— Woman’s Home Com- 


panion. 









Imported from Boston.— Friend 
“What you need, old chap, is a tonic in 
the shape of fresh air.”’ 

Purist—‘‘And what is the shape of 
fresh air, pray ?’’—Boston Transcript. 





Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
Abbott’s Bitters. Makes the best. 





Precaution. 
Sing a song of sixpence, 

Pocket full of rye 
That’s the way to carry it 

Where the town is dry. 
—Philadelphia Telegraph. 








SALOME REVISED. 


ONE OF THE NEW “STUNTS” IN 
BARNUM AND BAILEY’S CIRCUS. 


What Did He Mean ?—Mrs. Blenikin- 


&p—Poor man! Perhaps you have 
seen better days?”’ 
Tramp—‘‘ Yes, indeed, la ly. Inever 


tasted such soup as yours before.’’— 
Fliegende Plaetter. 


A Sad Reflection. — He—‘‘Yes, it’s 
en true, a man doesn’t learn what 
appiness is until he’s married!’’ 


She—‘I’m glad you’ve discovered 
that at last.’”’ 
He—*Yes; and when he’s married 


it’s too late !’’-Le Rire. 
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in amy department of human effort one must produce something 
BETTER than has been produced before. 





To Be Supreme and on Top 



































“The Old Reliable’’ 





Popularity Everywhere. 





Bottled only at the 


Budweiser 


Strict obedience for over fifty years to the law of Quality and Purity has made 
it the King of all Bottled Beers. Its mild and exquisite flavor also helped to win its 







Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
St. Louis, Mo. 











The Reason.—‘‘You say he’s a pro- 


fessional man?’’ 


Toledo 


“To 

‘‘But I thought he followed automobile 
racing ?’’ 

‘“‘He does. He’s a doctor.’’ 
Blade. 


A Mistake.— Tommy de Peyster—‘‘My 
brother made ugly faces at you yes- 
terday and you didn’t darst to fight. 
You pretended you didn’t notice ’im.’’ 

Eddie Tuffnut—‘‘I didn’t, either. I 
thought they was natural.’’—Chicago 
News. 











New York 








Two Good Things from Canada 
Gooderham and Worts Whisky 
and Hudsons Bay Tobacco 


For Agencies and Territory write to 


Wakem & McLaughlin, ( Inc.) 


Chicago 


= 
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This explains the supremacy of 











































